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THE 
PROLOGUE 


Ccept the Off-ſpring of my humble Muſe, 
Aid me, WWitlings, now, Critiques, Favow dſe. 
Pardon the Bard, excuſe his tender Mit, 
Ye Ladies in the Box, and Criticks in the Pit. 


IVher the Fruit*s good, in the Seller Faults you jpJ+ 


(But as the Proverb tells ) firſt taſte, and try 
Condemn not therefore my unhallow'd Strain, 

But Pity ſpew, and lay aſide Diſdain. 

If ought Ive done to diſoblige the Fairy 

Tell me my Fault, F amend ſhall be my Care, 
Iny Thoughts to no Ambition raiſe, 

hate vain Pride, and all. like Foplings, oraiſe 

ll ben Common Senſe is wanting to the Bard, 
Impudence protects, he draws the Card. 

When younger Wits their Works to Drury ſend, 
The Fop cries, Dll not act unleſs I mend. 

| 4 Fop more civiliz'd ſhall take his room, 

Then may forked Lightning be his Doom. 

Aid me, Witlings, let each join Hand in Hand. 
And ſhun the Fp, and all his Drury-Band. 
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Dramatis Perſone. 


ME N. 


Sir Toby nn old Fellow in love with — ada. 


Grumble,—-Belindg's Father. 


Capt. Sharper. 

Ned Sprightly,—a Vilain. 

Wheedler,—an old Fellow, Uncle to Amynta. 
Tom, —:Saveall's Servant. 


Davy and Tim. two Countrymen. 


WOMEN. 


Belinda; — in lovg with Tom. 


Amynta, debauch d by 8 pright ly. 
Anne—her Servant. 
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THE 


HAPPY MARRIAGE; 
Or, The 


Turn of Fortune. 


S200 25G 0 tg gy 
Acrt I. Scexs I. A Cloſet, 
AFATAFATHFAFATAFAIAFS 


Curtain draws up, and diſcovers Saveall writing, with | 
Tom behind him. 


Sir Jahn. * . this Figure of Three for, Toms 


con, Sir. 
Sir ohn. O Extrayagance. ! Three 


Na of Bacon at one time, 


do you mean? You have a mind to rum me, Man; One 


Pennyworth is enough to ſerve any Two People for Dinner. 
How many did dine with you? 
Tom, III tell you preſently ; let me conſider, [ pauſes 


O, there was E/ther and Joan, and no body elſe; but you 


had Half came up to your Table, Sir. 


A 3 Sir 


VS Tom. For Three Penny worth of Ba. 
CRF 


” that I am quite wearied out of my Life; by my troth, I 


6 TheHarpy MARRIAGE 5 or, 
Sir Jobn. Is there none left? 1 
Tim. No, Sir. - | 
Sir John. O fad ! What is this for? [Looks upon the Paper. Ti 1 
"Tom. For a Pennyworth of Cabbage. 

Sir John ¶ reads a 5 11 Two . of Roaſt-Beef; 
half a Pint of Ale; a Half-pennyworth of Cheeſe; a Penny- 
worth of Butter; Six-pence to the Baker ( that's a great deal 

of Money); Coach-hire a Shilling (that makes a deep Hole in 

my Pocket); Six-pence to the Poor of the Pariſh (bake: his 
Head]; all this is a great deal of Money to pay at once. But 
why am I fo ſollicitous about theſe Affairs? Do you think, 
Tum, any body about me will defraud or cheat me! I 

Tom. Lord, Maſter, you are always ſo miſtruſtful of me, 


have a good mind to give you Warning. 

Sir John. No, no, Tom, I don't mean you, Man; I only 
ask d a civil Queſtion. [ riſes ap] Well, we'll talk no more of 
this at preſent. What do you think of Belinda? Tsn't ſhe a 
gorious Bit of Fleſh ? 

Tom. An exquiſite Laſs, e-faith; but you don't go the right 
way to work; the won't be brought to as a Spaniel is; ſheil 
have ſome Marks of Favour ſhewn her, before ſhe'll diſcover 
auy Intimacy or Inclination to Love; if I was in your place, 
Cr I dib I was. Afide | Iwov'dn't dandle the matter about 
o as you do, and put it oti from time to time; take my word, 
he Conſequence of which will be, you'll throw her away, 


nd ſo ruin your, ſelf. wh 
Sir John. Tell me, Tor, what I ſhall do with her? I'll 
take your Advice about this Affair. | | 
Tem. I am very glad of it. Aid. nc 


Sir John. But Tor, do you think I ſhou'd be happy, if I 
was to marry her ? E'gad, it makes me laugh to think how 


pretty it would te. 
Fm. Ner I can't help laughing, to think how comical | 


{hall Hum. 
Sir Jahn. How comical ; what ! 
Tom. To ſee you married. 3 5 
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The Turn of Fortune, 7 
Sir John. Very comical, indeed, it tickles me to think of 
t; but do you think I ſhall have her? 


Tor, E'gad, Maſter, it is your own Fault if you have her 
not; you have Money enough, you know, to make her, and. 


eef; , and you, and all of us happy; beſides that, who can re- 
ny- Suſe ſuch a handſom, clever Gentleman as you; [ the old 
dea an firuts avout | I wiſh I had half ſo much, I wou'd-not 


ask you whether I ſhou'd have her, or any body eli ; but I 
ope to have it all. 
Sir Jahn. You have it all! What do you mean by that? 
ou have my Money! Have you a mind to murder me? 
[ offers to ftrike him. 
Tom. I only mean, after you have liv'd with her about an 
undred Years ; that's all, Sir; you are fo ſnappiſh of late, 
ere's no Comfort of one's Life. I believe this thing, Love, 
Res People peeviſh. 
Sir Jobn. No, no, Tom, I did not underſtand you at firſt, 
hat was all. Well, Tom, do you think I ſhall be happy ? 

Tom. Happy, quoth'a ; always upon the ſame String; 
chat can hinder your Happineſs ? You have Riches enough. 
Pll Sir John. I wiſh that was all that could make me happy, I 
er would not detain my Happineſs long; but it is Be{ind#s* 
Ee, Fparkling Eyes that alone can make me happy, and cheer me 
ut up. Do you think I am too old to be married, T7 ? 

. L/un ps about. 
2 Tom. No, Sir, no, too old! How old was Met hu ſalem 
when he married? Vou are not ſo old as he was. 
pl Sir John. Who was that M-thuſalem ? | 
1 5 A Man that liv'd in Pye-Corner, next Dor to Adam 
nd Erie. ; 

Sir 7obn. But about this Marriage, Tom. 

Tom. Lord, Sir, every thing can't be done in a moment, 
here muſt be Time for every thing; there muſt be a Time 
or marrying, and a Time for going to bed after you are 
arried ; neither can it be done without Money given to 
he Servant for Enterance to the Lady, and for to aſſiſt one 
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ir John. How d'ye mean, Man? Has not ſhe fine Clothes 
other own? Her Father, who's ſo rich, not buy fine Clothes 
for her; Lord have Mercy on me, not fine Clothes . I am 

likely to have a fine Wiſe indeed, when ſhe has no Clothes to 
her Back. You are a Fool to talk of Money for Clothes. - 
Tom. I don't ſuppoſe ſhe wants the Clothes; but I mean 
ſhe wou' d take it very handſom to have a Suit preſented to 
her, eſpecially from one who is ſo violently in love with her 
as you are; it isn't the Value of the Clothes, but the Reſpect 
is all; that is what will move her. 

Sir John. And do you think that will any ways prevail 
wath her ? 

Tom. Ay, certainly, without doubt. 

Sir Jer. Well, Tom, here's a Purſe of Guineas to buy 
the Clothes; beſure buy the beſt, and bring me what re- 
mains. 

Tom. Yes, yes, Sir, [ Exit Sir John and Tom, 6:: 
Tom returns. | 
© Scene, changes to the Street." 


Tm. If I do'nt buy the beſt, and wear em after I have 
dond, 1] be hang'd for the old Cur. Now to trick this old 
Cock-Eroth Fellow, I'll go and buy my (ſelf ſome Clothes, 
and ſee what better Figure J can cut among the Ladies than 

my Maſter ; and after I have done that 3 but ſtay, 
who comes here, Captain Sharper, the very ſame 3 I mul! 
let him know nothing of this Matter. 


Enter Captain. 


285 


E 
2222 


con 
are 
you 


Capt. 80, Tem, Why do you ſtand here ſo thoughtfal, ; 


by your ſelf ?\ Are you fiudying ? 

Tm. Yes, Sir, Iam a ſtudying, 

Capt. About what ? 

Jom. A'faith,. I can't tell. 

Capt. True, I believe thee. 
Tum. Yes, ves, 1 can tell, now I lk on't. 


. 


Capt, 


The Turn of Fortune. 


Capt. Well, Tom, What is it? —_— 
Tom. Are you hungry, Sir? . 
Capt. No, Tom, I have juſt now din'd. 4 * 
Tom. Then III tell you; I was thinking what I ſhould 

have for Dinner ; for I am in a voracious Humour. | 
Capt. What if I had been hungry ? 

Tom. Then I would not have told you, for fear you ſhould 


come a mumping; for I know all you Gentlemen- Soldiers 


are hungry Dogs when it lies in your way; and fo, Sir, 
your moſt humble Servant. 
Exit Tom one way, and Capt. another. 


Euter haſtily Sprightly, who ſees Capt. Sharper, 
and calls him back. 


Sprightly. Captain, well overtaken, how fares it with 
you ? How does the Match with Belinda go on? Have you 
gain'd her ? 


Capt. No, Ned, there's Money wanting; beſides, ſhe has 
fet her Affections on another (as I am told); we that have 
undergone all Hardſhips and Dangers, being turn'd and toſe'd 
by the Wheel of Fortune, muſt give place to your Beaux and: 
Prigs that go a Match-hunting. 


Spright. Never be caſt down, or deſpair, Captain, For- 
tune will always favour the Brave; Patience, Captain, will 


overcome all this. 
Capt. Ned, farewel; I have ſome Buſineſs to tranſact a- 
mong ſome Acquaintance of mine, and I deſire you will ex- 


cCcuſe my Rudeneſs in leaving you alone. 


fal, | 


pt, 


Sprigbt. Captain, farewel, I wiſh you good Luc. 
[ Exit Capt. 

Enter Foot-boy to Sprightly, and gives a Letter. 
Sprightly — Mr. Sprightly. T ſuppoſe this 


is from my dear delauc d Amynta.— Read again 
Truly jo. 


Sir, 


72 : fy As Sharper is going, Wheedler enters on the other 


1. Wheedler. Mr. Sprightly, your Servant, how "does the 
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75 * unhandſom Uſage I receiv'd from you very much her! 


*© troubles me, and will ever be to my Diſhonour; Save 
Neither could you ever have made me due Satisfaction, "V0 
<< unlels you had married me, as was your Promiſe, But my 


tt now it is too late, and I deteſt you as the worlt of Man- ov 
*« kind, and ever ſhall remain 


Your Enemy, PI t 
Þ watt 

AMYNTA. ther 

my 


Spright. T hate her as bad, and that's enough; and there“ 8 
no Love loſt. What bleit and pleaſant Minutes were they Þ ack 
Amynta ?I could willingly be hated by all Mankind to have I neſs 
them come once more. But alas ! I have ſpoil'd her Cha- 
racter, deiam'd her Honour; which now ſhocks me. 


When the Pleaſure's paſt, and Time is ſpent, 
Alas! Then we, too late, our Crime repent. 


fade of the Stage. 


Word go with you? 
Sprightly. Goes round, as it does with other People; how 
wou d you have it go? | 
. heed. But I mean, how do you do ? 
Fer. As other People do, eat, drink, play the Whore and IF Tor 


ogue. | 
» beed. I don't mean fo; but how do Affairs go with you ? I ſta 
Sor. But indifferent at preſent, TI thank you. ſel! 
Wheed. How does the good and noble Capt in Sharper do? H. 
. 8pr. He was very well juſt now, but damnably in love, e- Bit 
ven over Head and Ears. | ſte 
Wheed. With who, pray Sir? | | to 
pr. With a Lady, Sir. 
6 Need. 


The Turn of Fortune. | 11 


' Wheed. What Lady, Sir? | WY.” 

' $pr. Miſs Belinda has won his Heart; and that old Dog, 
her Father, will not permit any one to ſee her, but Sir Jahn 
Saveall and his Man; he defigns to marry her to him; ſuch 
two miſerable old, ſtingy, fuſty Creatures, I never ſaw in 
my Lite. 


N heed. Indeed, it is hard to force a young Creature againſt ” 
her Inclinations, to a Man ſo much above her Years; [4/iae.]. 


PI! try what I can get by this Aﬀair ; I have great Interelt 
with old Grumble, and may do the Captain a piece of Service; 
therefore, pray my Service to him, and tell him, I ſhall do 
my utmoſt to ſerye him. 2% 

Sor. I am ſure the Captain will reward you, and will ever 
acknowledge you as the Promoter of his Fortune an Happi- 
nels. . | 

Wheed. Well, Mr. Sprightly, J am your moſt humble 
Servant. 

$pr. Sir, yours. 


AcTI. ScENE I. 
| Enter Tom areſsd very fine. Solus. 
Tom. Hs me, if I don't think I look as kandfan.as ever 


a Beau in Town ; now Fortune and Impudence 
ſtand my Friends. Pl away to Belinda, and counterfeit my. - 


ſelf old Sateall's Nephew, and make her believe I am his ſole 


Heir, and only makes me his Servant, that I mayn't take the 


Bit out of his Mouth. Alack ! Who comes here, my Ma- 
ſter and old Gramb/e ? Tl not be ſeen ; and therefore I fly 


to my Bliſs. | 
If Enter Sir John Saveall and ol Grumble. 


Grumble, 


* ws *- 
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Grumble. What fine Spark is that, running ſo faſt ? I have 
ſeen one very like him, but I can't call to mind who. | 

Sir John. It is very like my Man Tum, as fat as I can gueſs. U 

Grumb. Tt is him I mean ; very like, very like, indeed. 
Where is Tm? 


Sir Jobn. I have ſent him a little way upon ſome Buſineſs, I= V. 
he will be here by-and-by. But Mr. Crumòle, about this Af. 87 
fair with your Daughter, I come to talk with you. Jaa 
Srumb. I am very willing to conſent to it, and will do all Y » 
I can to aſſiſt you, and perſuade her; and if that won't do, 8 
_ her have no one elſe ; therefore ſhe ſhall have you or 7 

no body. 
Sir Fohn. Father-in-law, as I hope I ſhall call you, do you ö 
think ſhe has any Pity or Love for me ? | 8 
Grumb. Son- in- aw, as I wiſh I could rightly call you, I Nou 
Can't tell, I never fearch'd ſo much into her Heart; but I ; 
have, heard her ſay, ſhe would never marry rather than have 


you: Let us walk in and take a Glaſs till 7% comes, 


"As Saveall and Grumble are going out, they ſpy 
Belinda ard Celia coming towards them. © 


Grumb. Look yonder, tho', my Daughter is coming, and 
her Waiting-maid Celia; don't you think ſhe is woundily 
handſom ? 

Sir John. Yes, my Heart burn'd with the very Thoughts in 
of her, and much more when I ſee her ſo plain. 50 
Grumb. So plain, Sir, ſhe goes as fine as any Merthant's 

Daughter in the City of London. 

Sir Jabn. I don't mean in dreſſing, J mean now ſhe's ſo 5 
nigh me; Lord! Who doubts her fine Clothes? Ah! But 
if ſhe was mine, Cramble, how I would make her go! u 

'Grumb. I ſuppoſe ſhe ſhould no go at all then, only lie. 
Well, well, II leave you to her, beſure mind your Buſi- 
neſs. Farewell. Exit. 
Sir Jobn. Now let me ſtroke up my old Face, and ſte 

what I muſt fay to the Lady : Furſt of il, L pauſes ] Madam, 
your 


wk 2 


a tame. ay, ay; that will do; 


have Cass wp to her. 


1eſs 
* Wvith your all-conquering Beauty. 

ed. Belinda. I am ſorry, Sir Jobn, any one ſhould be burnt 

ez upon my Account; are you in love in your old Age, Sir 
> 7obn ? 

Af. Sir Jabm. Yes, forſooth, I am unhappily caught in the 
1 {Snares of Yenus, and that blind Whelp, Cupid. 

45 Belinda. With who, Sir John, are you fo ſmitten ? 


Sir Fobn. No body. 

r Belinda. No body, Sir Fobn; how do you make that out? 
Sir John. I mean no body, but with your Excellency, 
Belinda. With me, Sir John ! Sure you do but jeſt. 

Sir John. Faith, Madam, *tis too true to make a Jeit of 3 

ould you not like me for a Husband, Madam ? . 

Bel. Cou'd you! like me for a Wife, Sir John? 


kiſs your fair Han 

| Bel. Hold, hold; but I can't like you, Sir Foby, there's 

che Caſe ; the one will, but the other won't; therefore it can 
be no Match, Sir Jobn. 

Sir Jobn. Lord, Madam, you ſtartle me! Did not you 

fay, you ceu d like to be my Wife? 

* Bel. No, no, Sir John; I only ask d you the Queſtion. 

Sir John. How can you be ſo cruel, to play upon a Man 
sin his Misfortunes. If I have not you, 1 ſhall dye without 
„you, and very ſoon too. 
ney [ Euter Servant, 
5 5 _ My Maſter wou'd be glad to drink with you, Sir 

Fobn 


8 Sir Fohn. Give my Service to him, and tell him, Pll wait 
upon him immediately. Madam, your moſt humble Servant; 


* Ih ou'll conſider bo: er of this Affair, and 

n -xphe = E i Sir John. | 
Celia. Lord, Madam, I wonder how m * can let 

ſuch an old wither d F ellow come into the 8 to court 

uch à young Lady as you are! Bel. 


N 


Madam, your moſt wounded Servant; alas! My Heart burns 


Sir John. es my Life; n | 
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J 
Bel. Did you ever ſee ſuch an old Fool, fince you wers 

born? I would ſooner live a ſingle Maid all wy Life-timeto e 

chan marry ſuch an old Coxcomb as that; what do you fall 

Celia? | tha 
Cel. J am of your mind, indeed, Madam; I could ratheS 8 

Zire a Drury-Lane Whore , than be in that Woman's plac: 

that marries him. | 1 
Bel. Celia, there's one thing I only want in this World. 
Cel. What's that, Madam ? 


Bel. Tum, this old Dog's Footman, as he pretends. INo 
| [ Somebody knocks at the Door wil 
«Cel. Who's there ? * 


A berdler | without ] One. Pray is Maſter Grumble 1 
Home ? 
Cel. Yes, ¶ opens the Door] will you pleaſe to walk 
way, Sir ? | = 
Wheed. III wait upon you, [ ts Belinda] Madam, youſyd * 
very humble Servant. [Exit Wheedlerſ cal 
Bel. This is one of old Sir John's Friends, an old good, 
for- nothing Cur. II try what I can do with 7%; I Eno wẽit 
you will ſerve me, Celia. 13 
Cel. As much as ever is in my power, Madam. bel 
Bel. Then follow me; we'll go and take a Walk in the bel 
Chartereux Gardens, till the Company is gone. [Ex. omne:. 


Scene opens, and diſtovers the three old Fellnos drinking 
| Found a Table. 


Grumble. What do you think, Neighbour, of my Daugh 
ter ? Esn't ſhe a pretty ſweet Bit of Fleſh ? a 
M beedler. One of the prettieſt young Creatures I ever ſaw; 
in my Life. * 
Sir Joby. She's eruel, but woundedly handſome. 
N beed. Come, come, here's the Lady's good Health, and 


- 


that ſhe. may have à good Husband. { both ] With all myſſſtha 


Heart, Neighbour. bel 
Sir John, Don't you think, Friend Whcedler, I ſhoulWar 
make her a. good Husband? 


— 


I heel 
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Wheed. Without doubt, Man. 

wer Sir John. J muſt be going Home; I have ſome Buſineſs 

-timeflto do with ſome Friends of mine. 

u fag} Grumb. You are always very ſollicitous about ſome Affairs; 

that's never the way to get a Wife, Man. | 
Sir Fohn, Such things mult be done; and fo farewel, 

[ Exit Sir John. 


lac 5 
F 3 VWheed. Neighbour, I wiſh you well. 
rd. Grumb. I thank you for your Company, Mr. Wheedler... 
[Exit Wheedler. 
Nov, if I can perſuade my Daughter to marry Sir Jobn, it 
Door will be well; for he can't live long, and then my Daughter 
may marry who ſhe will, [ Somebody knucks at the Door. 
½ i Grumb. Who's there? 
* Belind, [ without ] No body but I. 
Kk thi Grumb, Who's I: 
Bel. Belinda and Celia. 
you Grumb. [ opens the Door] Is that no body but I, as yo 
dlerfcall it, when Celia is with you? "= 
ood Cel. I am Servant, Sir, therefore am reckon'd nothing 
now with my Miſtreſs, 
3 Grumb. Oh, oh, is that the Caſe, I did not underſtand it 
before. Come, will you walk in to Supper, Belinda, for I 
2 thi believe it is almoſt Supper-time ? f Exenunt omnes. 
Nic. 


2 Scene changes into Covent - Garden. 


L Enter Amynta and her Maid Ann. J 


ugh | 

3 Amynta. I don't think there's any Faith in Mankind; how 
 ſavffoſten did that Villain, Sprightly, ſay he would marry me? 
Once, indeed, I lov'd him, as the belt of Men, but now I 
gate him as the worſt, 
and Ann. I told you, Madam, how it would be, if you went 
-my{hat way to work; but you thought I knew nothing what 

belongs to ſuch material Points, and only ſpoke at random, 

ouldFaving nothing elſe to ſay ; but I'll aſſure you, Madam, I. 
of, B 2 __ know. 
ee 
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know too well; I was ſerw'd as bad as that my ſelf, once. 
Amyn. I never thought there could be ſo much Deceit and 
Diſhonour in the Sex, and eſpecially in one who ſhew'd fo 
much Love, as he pretended. But was you ever in love, Aun? 
Ann. Yes, much to my Sorrow, Madam; if I hadn't 1 
ſhould never have been vour Servant; not as I fay that's to 
my Sorrow, Madam; for it is a great Happineſs that I came 
to you, after ſuch Misfortunes, and will ever aſſiſt you as fur 
as lies in my power. zH 
' Amyn. I am perfectly aſſur d of your Fidelity, Ann, and 
think my ſelf happy in having ſuch a Servant; therefore I lon 
can truſt you with any thing, even with my Life; for what kn 
I am going to tell you, depends very much upon my Happi- ® * 
neſs, and that's better than Life, you know. 1. 
An. Let me not repeat my Fidelity, Madam, nor be a- L. 
fraid to open your Sentiments to me; for I ſpeak with the 
fame Mind and Heart in a little, as if I was to atteſt my Fi- yo 
delity for an Hour. 
Ayn, L hate that Sprigbtiy, and love Captain Sharper ; | 
but I can have no Hopes, becauſe he never ſaw me; tho' } 
Sprightly is a great Friend of his; but I ſuppoſe he has told | 
the Captain of his wicked Tricks. 
Arn. If he has, I dare ſay he'll never be the better for it; 
for the Captain is a Man of Honour ( tho? of not much Mo- 
ney.) and hates ſuch diſhonourable Actions, and loves the 
Party offended: more. 
Amyn. You now add a new Fire, Ann; do you think he 
would love mie ? | 
Ann, I dare fay he would ; indeed I don't ſee how any one 
can help it, if they do but fee you once, | 
Any. You flatter me, An, ; 
Ann. No, indeed, Madam, I ſpeak what I think, 1 
Anyrn. Well, to further this Happineſs, III fend for him to 
come to Supper with me this Night; but how ſhall I do to & 
| ſend, or conceal my Name, for fear he ſhould tell Sprightly 
where he is going ; I can't write, for Sprightly knows my 


a An. 
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nce. | Ann, Tl write, and you ſhall tell me what I ſhall ſay. 

and 4myn. Come, we will go Home, and pray to Dame For- 

d ſo tune, [ Exeunt,. 

21 ? | Enter Saveall and Tom, 

t 1 | | 

to Saveall. Well, Tom, how came you to ſtay ſo long? 

ame Tom; I don't come to ſtay long, I hope, Sir. 

; far Sir John. I mean, What made you ſtay ſo at Mr. Grumblis 

Houſe? 

and Tom. I cou'd not come to ſpeak with Miſs Belinda for a 

re I long time, and then J eat, and drank, and kiſs'd, and I dont 

hat know: what my ſelf... 

ppi- & Sir John. What! Did you kiſs her, do you fay ? 
um. No, no, only the Maid, I left that for her Husband, 


1 


e 1- I 4fide ] which J hope to be in a ſhort time. | 
the Sir John. And what did ſhe. ſay ? Does ſhe love me, d 
Fi- vou think? 
m. Do you think ſhe's a Fool ? 
er ; Sir Jobn. How! A Fool to love me: 
tho Tom. Who doubts it? 
told Sir Jon. Doubts what ? 
Tom. Her Love; you don't. ſuppoſe ſhe wou'd tell all at 
it; once, do you? 
Sir John. What did ſhe ſay? 
Tim, 1 muſt needs confeſs, ſhe ſaid that ſhe hated you dam- 
nably. D Sir John &icks him. 
Sir Jobn. That's for your Impudence. 
Tom. I won't go a-courting for you any more, ſinee you 
abuſe me for it.. bows: 
Sir Fobn, Here's ſomething to make. Amends for it. You 
= go Home; I am going a little way upon ſome Buſineſs. 


. 9 
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7 L Exit Sir John. 
to Pu. [following ] But the Jeſt is, he gives me Money to 
to £9 a-courting for my ſelf. [ runs off laugbing. 
10 
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ea Sprightly; he looks conten 
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Scene Covent- Garden. 


| Enter Captain Sharper. 
Capt. QURE, to be in love is worſe thin to be in Priſon; 
nally when there's no Return; e' faith, the 
World's come to a fine paſs now; Men of Fourſcore Years of 
| Age marry Girls of Eighteen or Twenty; in a ſhort time, 
I ſuppoſe, we young Fellows muſt marry with old Women, 
and ſo the World muſt be ny Yonder comes 


T enter Ned | So Ned, what News ? E 
Ned. No News, only they ſay, that old Sarrall is going 
to marry Belinda Grumble, =» | 
Capt. Sol hear, Ned, don't you think I ſtand a fine Chance? 
Ned. Ay, faith, only for your Grandmother's Cat. 
Capt. I think now my Labour is but loſt; I'll go and ſeek 
out for a new Fortune, for I hate to be idle; But how comes 
it to paſs you are not in love; I am quite aſham'd to ſee ſuch 
a young Fellow as you out of Buſineſs. 
* Ned. It is not ſo long ſince I have been out of Buſineſs, as 
you think for ; but faith, Captain, 1 had rather by half be 
out of Buſineſs (as you call it) than be in ſuch a drudging 
Buſineſs as you are. | 
Capt. Indeed, Ned, I deſign to leave it off; and I'll try 
her but once more, and i ſhe denies me, I go and take a freſh 
Hunt; but II neyer make ſo many Words again. 
Enter Ann with a Letter, ſees Sprightly, and fartles. 
ed. Atm, what's the matter with you? | 
© Am. Lask your Pardon, Gentlemen; I have only loſt a 
little Dog, and come to ſee for it. Spright. 


Y, as if he was not in love. 


i 
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Spright. Who's that Letter for? | 
Ann. I am going to put it in the Poſt-houſe. 
Spright. Captain, farewell, and I wiſh you better Luck. 
Capt. Ma, yours. 
Ann. Sir, Jam come from a young Lady, with this Let- 
ter to you. . 
Capt. To me? From who is it, pray? 
Ann. My Miſtreſs order'd me not to let you know her 
Name; but if you will follow me, I'If convince you ſoon. 
[ Capt. opens the Letter, reads to himſelf. 
Capt. A kind Invitation, Yfaith ; now, Fortune, protect 


"vW 
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n; me. I follow you. [ Exeunt. . 
ne | 

of Scene changes to old Grunbles hoſe 

e, Tim. | entering, knocks }: 7 


= 


n, Celia. | [roks out ] Who's there? 
es Tom. One ; pray, is Miſs Be/inda at Home ? 
e. Cel. Ves, Sir, III call her down. {goes to call her. 
Tom. F'gad, I wiſh I had went to School, then I ſhould: 
ig not want what to ſay ; but Impudence will help me out. 
Enter Celia, 
e ? Cel. She'll be here preſently, Sir, [ Celia ſtartles] Lord, 
Sir, I did not know you; I proteſt my Miftreſs will be more 
ek glad to ſee you than any one. 
es Tom. Does ſhe love Sir Jobn then? 
ch Cel. No, no, ſhe loves you; but I would: not have y 
fay I told you ſo. 
as Tom. No, no; you do but joke: How can you play the 
be Fool with a Man fo ? | 
ag Cel. Upon my Maidenhead it is true. * 
Tom. I thought, indeed, how true it was; upon your 
ry & Maidenhead, that's what vexes me, to lye and ſu err to it 1 
ſh} are not you aſham'd to {peak ſuch bawdry Words ? | 
Cel. Upon my Honour it's true. 
Tom. You have mended the matter ms Indeed; ; but 4 1s 
| * as true as you and I are here? 
t a 0a Ves, indeed. 0 ä 
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Tim. Then I am happy, and there's ſomething for your 
good News. [ gives her a Piece of Maney. 
Cel. Won't you give me a Kiis too? 


Poem. Ay, that I will, Twenty for that matter, ¶ Ki Qes her. 


Enter Belinda. 


Tom. runs up, and ſalutes her] My Mater ſent this 
Token to 8 I was very willing to give. 

Bel. You are very welcome, Sir, if it was twice as much, 
not for his fake but my own ; I hate ſuch an old fuſty Fel. 
low, more fit to he in his Coffin, than with a Woman. 

Tom. I am glad I can pleaſe you, Madam. | 
Cel. There's ſome Senſe, Madam, in having ſuch a young 


Man as this; he can go a-viſiting with you, or, indeed, do 
any thing elſe as you deſire him; but that old Cock-broth 


Fellow is fit for nothing at all, but to ſleep and count his 


Money. 


Bel. You ſay very true, Celia; I wonder why my Fa- 
ther gives him ſo much. Encouragement ; I'Il ſooner be 
hang'd than have him. 

Tom. He falls away very much, poor Man, God be 
thanked ; I am afraid he will live theſe Two Days. I'Il tell 

ou how you muſt manage him; you muſt ſend word by me; 
hat you will wait upon him; and when you come, you 
muſt ſeem to hate him, and call him all the odd Names you 
can think of, and he'll go and dye directly, I hope; for he 


was damn'd bad laſt time you left him; after that, I hope | 


my Happineſs will come. 
Hel. J hope ſo too; I can no longer keep my Thoughts; 


my Love burns its way through, and will no longer be con- 


ceal d. 

Tom. What Happineſs is this I hear; Sure it is only 
Dream. 

Bel. J hope it's all true. 

Tim. I muſt make bold to leave you for a little while; for 


T muſt make haſte Home, or elſe I ſhall be miſtruſted. 80 
farewell. | 


kiſſes her, and goes. 
Les ber, 53. [, 


your Pulſe, 
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Bel. Tom's a pretty Fellow, I love him above all Men in 
the World. Come, Celia, we'll go in. [ Exeunt.. 


Scene changes, and diſcovers Amynta and Captain Sharper- 
at Supper. 


Amynta. Celia, fill a Glaſs of Wine for the Captain. 
| [Captain drinks. 
Capt. How do you like the City, Madam; for I under- 
ſtand you have not been out of the Country long ? 
Amyn. Very well, Sir, with ſuch good Company. 
Capt. I hope then, Madam, we are mutually pleas'd. 
Amyn. I hope fo too. Sir; for otherwiſe, T ſhould think 


| my ſelf very unhappy. ¶ Tocy riſe from the Table and rome for- 


ward. he ſalutes her. 
Capt. I now foreſee my Happineſs; I hope our Minds 


and Hearts are fixd, F Somebody knocks at the Dosr. 


Cel. Who's there? * | 

Spright. [without ]. Pray, is Miſtreſs, Amynta at Home? 

Cel. Who are you ? OM 2 

Capt. [ ſpeaks ſoftly ] Where ſhall T go? for I won't be- 
ſeen ? /he ſhews him out a back-way——he kiſſes her. 


[ Celia opens the Door. Enter Sprightly. ] 
Sęrigbt. Madam, your moſt humble Servant; I hope all 


old Quarrels are forgot. 


Amyn. No, Sir, ſuch baſe Actions, and ſuch Infidelity, 
ought never to be forgot, or forgiven ; and I hope you will 
be rewarded for it ſome time or other. 

Spr. ] deſire no other Reward; but you, Madam; thats 
all T want, or come for: 2's 

Amyn. Me! I wou'das ſoon, ay, rather ſooner, have one 
of my own Footmen, than ſuch-a vile Raſcal as you are. 

Spright. Stay, what Day of the Month is this? Fpauſes Þ 
believe it's a new Moon; I doubt you aren't well, Madam, 
is your Water thick or clear, pray, Madam ? Let me feel 


Ampn.. 
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Amyn. 1 defire, Sir, you will let me alone, or I ſhall have 
you turn'd out of the Houſe. ¶ he puſhes her Hand away from him. 
Spright. Who's your Doctor, Madam? Who's your Chi- 
rargeon ? Indeed, I think you ought to be let blood, Ma- 
dam; when did you take Phyſick laſt? Is the Top of your 
Head ſhav'd, pray, Madam ? It's too hot Weather for you, 
Madam, I doubt ; you eat too ſtrong Meat, Madam, I believe. 
- Amyn. You are very impertinent, I am ſure, and deſerve 
to be thraſh'd out of Doors. | | 
Spright. Why won't thraſhing within Doors do as well? 
It's too far to go out to be beat. Are you going to be mar- 
ried, Madam ? If you are, I can recommend you to a very 


. clever young Gentleman in the Army, without doubt he'll | 


make a.very good Husband, Madam. | 

. want no Husband of your Recommendation; I 
ſuppoſe you would recommend ſuch a one as your ſelf. If 
deſire, Sir, you'll depart, for I can chooſe for my ſelf, and | 
therefore deſire none of your Company. | 

Spright. | to Ann] Who did you ſtand Pimp to laſt, you 
Sheeps-ey'd Whore ? [ Exit Sprightly. 

Amyn. Well, I never ſaw ſo much Impudence in one Man 
all my Life- time. 


Ann. The Captain will give it home, if ever he ſpeaks a- 


ny thing before him; I ſuppoſe the Captain's gone Home. 
 Amyn. Yes, yes, he went out the back way, but he'll 
ſoon come again, I hope, and then wor't be afraid to face 
ſuch a Raſcal as that. [ Jomebody knocks. | 
Ann. Who's there? | | 
Old Wheedler. One. | 
Ann. Tis my Uncle Wheedler. [Ann opens the Door. 
- Wheedler. So, Amynta, I hear a fine Character of you. 
Are you married ? 
Any. No, Sir. 
"heed. Worſe and worſe ſtill! Do you think you ſhall e- 
ver be married? 


Amyn. I hope ſo, Sr; for a Single- life is but a tireſom 


Wheed. 


{ *-. one, I am ſure. 


* 
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Wheed. A Maiden-life, you mean. 

Amyn, No, that's worſe a great deal than a Single-life. 

Wheed. You have a-mind to break my Heart, Amynta ; I 
have always lov'd you as my Child, yet you ſtrive to vex me; 
but ] am reſolv'd to caſe my ſelf, and I think you have Wit 
and Senſe enough to take care of your ſelf, wt not run into 


utter Rum, 


Amyn. Unkle, what Play's at the Old Houfe to-night ? I 


; have a-mind to go and ſee it, if it is a Comed 


Wheed. What do you ask me after Plays f or, I have 
ſomething elſe to do, than to mind what's acted; I was not 
talking about Plays. 

Amyn. I wou'dn't give Six-pence to ſee a Tragedy, now 
Mr. Booth don't act, I proteſt. 

Wheed. This Girl will run on about Plays; I wou'd not 

give a Hali-penny to fee all the whole Houſe act. 

Amyn. How do o you like Farces, Unkle ? 

heed. I had rather ſee a good Farce, with a good Harle- 
quin, than any Play that's acted ; but why do you ask me 
{uch filly Queſtions ? 

Amyn. I only have a- mind to divert you, becauſe you fay, 
I ſhall break your Heart. Indeed, as you ſay, a good En- 
tertainment is very diverting, eſpecially at Lincolu's- Inn-Houſe. 

WWheed. IJ wiſh you wou'd mend, and not mind Plays fo 
_—_ you want a good Husband, that's all you look out 

or 

Amyn. J hope I ſhan't be long without one. 

Wheed. J hope fo too; then I ſhall be rid from being your 
Guardian, [ Exit, 

Amyn. How this old Cuckold talks ; he'd a-mind to rattle 
me, if I wou'd had Patience to hear him. It's late, Ann, I 
believe; weil go to bed. 


How ſweet are the Joys of mutual Love ! 
It's that's the Pleaſure of Heaven above. 
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Enter two Country-men. 


In. FYON'T you think, Davy, London is a very dirty 
ue troubleſom Place? = 
| „Why, as you fay, Tim, it is a 1 lace; 
| befides, it is 1 Place. r & 
Vn. Now you talk of Whores, Davy, Mrs. Amynta is © * 
{ married, they ay. 5 
Das. Married, quoth'a ! She's only big with Child, mun. co 
Þ Tim, Why, can they be big with Child without being mar- N 
ried ? 
Da. Ay, that's a common thing here; it wou'd be hard 
| if a Woman cou'dn't do what ſhe pleas'd with her own , 
hing. 8 I. 
im. Why, as you fay, it would vex a-body to have one's 


Things kept up for no uſe, only to ſpoil and grow good for th 
notling: As for Inſtance, What Good does a Man's Money 
Ado, when he keeps it lock'd up in Coffers? Why, he dies, 

and leaves it, after he has had no Profit from it. v 
| Dar. Or, what good wou'd my Wife do me, if I never 
| was to get Children? 
| Tim. Why, that's very true. But what Beau is that com- a 


ing this way ; I ſuppoſe we muſt ſtand out of the way tor 


um? 

1 F Enter Sprightly. 

-. Spriehtly. So, Countrymen, how docs the Fair of Horſes 
q and Mares go: | D 

4 , at . 
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Dav. Why, you may have a Horſe for Three Shillings, at 
the Exchange ; and you may have a Mare for Two Shullings, 
I believe, towards Drury-Lane ; they are very plenty and 

CIT cheap there, they fay. 

Spright. Have you any one in Town as you know ? 

Dav. Ves, there's one Anynta lives hereabouts, who was 
my. Miſtreſs formerly ; I have heard a fad Trick of her. 

Spright. What's that ? 

Tim. Don't tell every body of it, mun; you'll have Anger. 

Dav. III tell the Gentleman, he'll ſay nothing of it to any 
one. 

Spright. No, upon my Honour, not J. 
ürt Tim. Such Honour [ 4faz the Devil take. 

Dad. The People ſay, that Miſtreſs Amynta's married; 1 
ce; mean, with 

N Spright. That's a ſmall Fault with us. Who had the Hap- 
2 i; Pinels to be the Actor in the Caule ? 
Dav. I can't tell, a faith, I have forgot the Name, but 1 
could tell it if I heard i it. 

Tim. It is one Mr. Rightly, c or Tightly, or ſome ſuch a 

Name. 
Spright. Sprightly, you mean, I believe. | 
: = Dav. Ay, ay, — the very Rogue; 1 wiſh I had him 
here, how I wou'd thraſh him; if ever I do meet the Dog, 
III ſo drub his Bones, that he ſhall not be able to get ano- 
ther Child this Half-year 
©) $right. Do you know him when you ſee him? 
g Dav. No, indeed, I don't. 
Tim. I wonder how a Man can lay the Rogue with a 
Woman ſo; he deſerves to be hang 4 
Dav. I muſt needs ſay this for he Man, that he is not ſo 


or ef ſuch an Opportunity. 
Spright. I think the Man was much in the right of it. 
Tim. How long have you liv'd in London, Sir) 
Spright. Ever ſince I was born. | 
A Tim. I had rather be driving the Plough, than live here I | 
C Twelve- - 


much in the wrong, as the Woman ; any Man wou'd be ghd 4 
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- Muſt drive to St Paul's Church-yard near S7ocks-market, at 
the Sign of the Blue Blackmoor, next Door to the great Toy- 
Shop, over againſt Innys the Bookſeller, near to a Mercer on 

* Ludgate-Hill. [Exeunt Chair and Sir John, 


PE 


Twelve-month, for all the Plays, and other Entertainments. 
Dar. Now you are talking of Plays, I ſaw one laſt Night, 
J fat in the Hog, as they call it, and I was almoſt kill's ; Nat 


wiſh'd I had been at Home, with a Jug of Beer at my Mouth 0 
for I was bitter dry. her, 
Spright. Come, my Boys, if you'll come along with me, * 
III give ye a Dinner. JEL 
Both ] With all my Heart: With all my Heart. Come IU 
. [ Exeunt, 8 
Enter old Grumble, Saveall, and Tom. _ 

as 


Tum. I think it is very cruel, your Daughter won't pity « 
nor love my Maſter ; but I am divliſh glad C ade]. I am a- NW. 
fraid he will dye very ſhortly, for he's fallen away prodigi- I her 
ouſly within this Week. | 

Grumb. Indeeed, I am ſorry for it; I wiſh they could beſif gig 
happy together. Fo 

Sir Jobn. I am ſure I ſhall dye very ſhortly. [ faint: it! 

Tom. O Lord! O Lord! What ſhall us do? My Maſter is 
going to dye. Won't you make a Will, Maſter ? | ry 

[ Sir John pulls a Will out of his Pocket. 

Tom. This is well, To Tom I bequeath my whole Fa- eg 
culties ”. Come, come, all's well. 

Grumb. Is all well, now your Maſter is dying ? kr 

Tom. P'{hah, p'ſhah, we'll talk of that another time; ſhall I 
call a Chair ? 

Grumb. Yes, yes. 

Tom. And a Coffin too, with all my heart. 

2 [ Exit, and fetches a Chair. 

Tom. Here's a Chair, [ they put him in ] Coachman, you 


Tim. [ to Grumble] Indeed, Sir, your Daughter is very 


 Hard-hearted, in letting my Maſter dye for Love; but I can't 
Hlame her, ſince ſhe is fo young, and he ſo old; for, indeed, 


- TI muſt 
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Nizh [ muſt confeſs, it would look odd, to ſee ſuch a Match as 
| Hat. | | 
ho) Grumb. Tisn't my Fault; I did all I cou'd to perſuade 


her, but it was all in vain ; for my part, I wiſh it had been 
a Match, I ſhou'd have had a good worthy Son-in-law ; but 
you know, if I had forc'd her to marry, I ſhould have the 
young Girls a baiting me as Dogs do a Bull or a Bear; be- 
fides that, I hate to force any one againſt their Inclinations ; 
Fit ſeems in my mind odd, to ſee a young Woman go to be 

married with Tears in her Eyes ; I am reſolv'd ſhe ſhall da 
as ſhe will. 

PI Tom. I like you now ; you are in the right of that; for a 
m a- Woman that's fore d to marry, will never live contented with 
digi- I her Husband. 

Grunb. That's true, as you ſay ; fo I am reſolv'd the ſhall 
d beſſ diſpoſe of her ſelf as ſhe pleaſes ; if ſhe marries a Tinker, or a 
| Footman, or any thing elſe, with all my heart; let her take 
.it for her pains, a 

* Tir. E'gad, I'll dance at her Wedding, let who will mar- 

ry her; he will be a happy Fellow that can get her.. 

4 © Grumb, I didn't care a fig if thou hadſt her, for thou ſeem- 
Fa- ¶ eſt to be a good clever Lad, Tom. ef ns — 


h me, 


Tum. I might do her Bufineſs as well {another Man, ou — x 


know, Father. | 4 
111 Grumb. Father, mun! How long have I been your Fa- 
ther? Thou doſt not think I ſpeak in earneſt, IJ hope. 
Tom. Lord, Sir, I only mean I ſhould be glad if you was 
my Father; but, Sir, don't you think I am worthy of your 
Daughter? 
* Grumb. Thee worthy of my Daughter ! How canſt thou 
abe worthy of my Daughter? Worthy of my Daughter tho, 
that's a good Joke. [ wa- off laughing. 
40 Tom. This old Dog little thinks I am ſo great with His 
u. Daughter; I think I have moſt occaſion to laugh, for all he 
makes ſo little of it; I ſhall laugh at him one of theſe days. 
t | ; [+ E vit) 
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| | Enter Sharper. þ 
Sharper. Sure mutual Love 1s the greateſt Happineſs to 


Mankind; Fortune has made me one of the happieſt Crea- i 
tures in the World; Belinda has added Joy by her Denyal ; 


now Marriage wakes all eaſy. [ Enter Sprightly. 
Spright. So, Captain, how fares it with you? 
Capt. As it does with the celeſtial Inhabitants, that is, 


PPY- 

- Spright. Are you provided for, Captain? 

Capt. Ay, and happily too, one of the moſt exquiſite Pie- 
ces in Nature has my Heart ; and what augments my Hap- 
pineſs, I have hers. | 

. Spright. Happy indeed; who is ſhe ? 

Capt. A Lady not far off. | | 

Sprigbi. What, is ſhe a Widow, or a Maid, or a W: 

apt. A Whore ! Sir, I'll make you to knew that I am a 
Ma of more Honour than to marry a Whore; I don't un- 
derſtand you. 

Ipright. Not underſtand me, Sir, I ſpeak plain enough, 
and III make you to know that I am your moſt humble 
Servant; I hope you are not offended, Captain; kick me if 
I thought any Harm in ſaying ſo; I only ſpoke in jeſt ; 
Lord, you are ſo captious you can't take a Jeſt. But, Sir, if 
you have a-mind, PFll——ask your Pardon. 

-Capt. I don't approve of ſuch Jeſting, eſpecia'ly from one 
who pretends to be a Friend. 

Spright, Tf you demand any thing elſe, I am here ready 


* to anfwer you. 


Capt. L draws ] Come on then, Sir. 
Sripht. What a Fool I ſhould be, if I ſhould come upon 

your Sword. 88 
Capt. Don't ſtand quibbling here, Sir. [ they fight. 
Sprigbr. Hold, hold, I have ſomething to tell you; [ they 
leave off } you might have hurt a Man; what d'yc mean ? 
But I have a comical Trick to tell you, which I did a little 


while ago, and I wou'd adviſe you to do the ſame. 


| oy What is it ? Spright. 
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firſt I turn'd her off, and ſhe ſeeing ſhe could get no more of 
me than ſhe had, turn'd me off likewiſe ; and there was an 
end of our Amour. | 
Capt. Was not you a barbarous Vilain for ſuch. a vile A- 
ction towards a poor young Creature? I wou'd be hangꝰd be- 
ſore I would ſerve a Girl ſo. . 
Spright. And I'll venture to be hang'd, when any Girl lets 
ſuch a Noodle as you do it. 4 
Capt. Ned, I never thought you to be ſo great a Raſcal be- 
fore. 83 | 
Spright. I always knew you: to be what you are: 
Capt. I demand Satisfaction, therefore draw, or TI run 
ou through. * 
Spright. I'll draw with all my heart, but I don't care ſor 
Fighting. 
Capt. I'll make you fight, Sir, or TI run you through 
the Body. x 
$pright. III aſſure you, you ſhall. do neither, for PII run 
away firſt; and ſo your humble Servant. | runs away. 


Enter old Wheedle.. 


Wheed. Who was that ran away ſo faſt ? 

Capt. It was a ſcandalous Raſcal that abus'd me, and then 
offer'd to fight me, and away he ran. 

Wheed. How came he to abuſe you, I ſuppoſe you gave 
him ſome Provocation. | 

Capt. I only told him he was a Villain, for ſerving a young 
Lady ſuch a Trick as he did. 

Wheed. What was that, Sir? He ran as if he had been 
ready to beſhit himſelf ( ſaving your preſence); but what is 
this Story ? 


C $3 Capt. 


* 
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Capt. He was telling me of a young Lady that he had 


promiſed to marry, and the Wedding - day was appointed; but 


they being haſty, he debauch'd her, and then turn'd her off. 
Wheed, O vile Dog; My Niece was the very Perſon that 
the Rogue debauchd. Where does he live, Sir? I'll cer- 
- tainly have him hang d. 
Capt. His Name is Sprighily. 
Wheed. Sprightly ! I always took that Man for an honeſt 
Fellow, but T am bly deceiv'd. 
Capt. What's your Niece's Name? 
"heed. Her Name is Amynta. [ Exit. 
Capt. Heavens forbid ! How my Heart chills at the ver 
Action! If ever I fee that Dog, Il be the Death of him. 
love her yet, ay, more than ever, but yet I am vext in my 
Mind, to ſee ſuch Perfection fo abus d. I'll marry her, and 
be reveng d. [ Exit. 
Enter Grumble and Wheedle. 


-F heed. So Neighbour, how goes on the Match between 


pour Daughter and Sir John Saveall ? 
 . Gramb, By my Tioth, very ſlowly, 

 Wheed. 1 as Sir Johns very ſick upon the matter; he's 
ſo nigh his Death, that he has made his Will; and who do 
you think is his Heir ? 

Grumb. Indeed I can't tell, but I am ſure I wiſh I was. 
ed. I believe you there. It is Tom, his Footman. 
Grun. O a Rogue! He will be fit to be my Son- in- lav 
now; but I ſuppoſe my Daughter is too proud to marry him. 

Wheed. Gad, 1 with my Niece Amynta was to marry 
him, they would make a good handfom Match. III try, if 
the old Fellow ſhould dye, to make it up. I have found out 
the Rogue that debauch'd my Niece 3 it was that Devil in 
Sheep's Cloathing, Sprightly. | 
8 "Me A baſe Trick, indeed; he deſerves to be married, 
a Dog. | | 
bed. To be married, quoth'a z who the Devil wou'd 
be troubled with him for a Husband ! When he had been 
married about a Week he would  forlake her. 1 


Grumb, 
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Grumb. I don't mean to be married to a Woman, but the 
Gallows. | 


IWheed. Ay, Ay, now you ſpeak right. But lock, here 


comes Tom. [ Enter Tom. ] So Tom, how does your Maſter 


do? Is he going to be married yet ? 

Tom, I hope ſo, very ſhortly, [aide] that is to his, Grave; 
for Mrs, Belinda has ſent him word, that ſhe'll wait upon him 
very ſoon, and my Maſter mends lufiily _ the Matter. 

Grumb. She never told me any thing of the Matter; there- 
for e I believe ſhe does joke; or you do lye. a 

Tum. I hope ſhe does not joke, but I hope I ſhall lye. 

Wheed. O you wicked Dog, how can you with tolye? 

Tom, I don't mean to tell Lyes, but to lye down-right. . 

Grumb. Pray, what's the Difference between telling Lyes 
and lying down-right ? 

Tm. E' gad, Gentlefolks, my Maſter left me all his Eſtate 3 
O! If he had but dy'd, 

Grumb. What then ? 2 

Tom. What a fad thing that would have been; but it would 
be much worſe if he ſhould recover. L a/ide ] 

Gramb. Ill come along with my Daughter, and PII per- 
ſuade her all I can ; and if ſhe won't marry him, I am re- 
ſolv'd—fhe ſhall let it alone. | 

Tem. That's very right and well ſpoken; but I am in hopes, 
I mean in fear, if the refuſes that, my Maſter will dye, and 
then I ſhall have all his Eftate ; and what a terrible thing that 
will be, 

herd. Very terrible, indeed. 

Tem. Not ſo terrible as that comes to neither; for when I 
have got fine Cloaths, and ride in my Chariot with a pretty 
Wite, I ſhan't look fo terrible as you think for. : 

Grumb, Why, that's very true, as you ſay; I agree with 
you in that Point; but where can you get a pretty Wife? 
What Woman would have you who has been 4 Footman? 

Tom. You ſhall ſee, when my Maſter dies, if I ſhan't have 
them follow me as a Dog does a Bitch; you don't know what 
Money will do, eſpecially when ſuch a clever young Fellow 
as I go a courting, - Weed. 


9 — 
2 — 


Jom. 
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Mbeed. I have got a pretty young Niece, Tom, chou ſhalt 


have her if thou wo't. 


Tom. To tell you the Truth of the matter, I will never marry. 
Grumb. I'll go and ſee Sir Fohn Saveall ; if you'll go and 


fetch my Daughter, Tom, and follow. Come Neighbour 


Wheedker, will you go with me to Sir Fohn's ? 

 Wheed. Ay, with all my heart. [ Exeunt, 
Tom. And Il go and Fetch Belinda with all my heart ; 
theſe old Dogs little think I am 8 nigh being married to Be- 


linda. [ Exit, 


Ker. 
Scene 1/t. Sir John's Houſe. 


Enter Fom and Belinda. 


low home ; and I don't doubt but that will kill 
him, and then we may embrace and kiſs | Li Her] without 
Controul cr Fear. I ſuppoſe old Mr.Gram/: and Mr. bee {ler 
will adviſe and edge you on. 


Bel. Never fear; I'll deal with em all; III give the ofd 


Cur ſuch a Leſſon he never had from Woman before. | 
Jom. Well ſaid, e faith, my Belinda, now our Happineſs 


depends upon your Tongue; but II do ell I ever can to per- 
ſuade you whilſt they are preſent ; therefore take nothing a- 
mils 8 T thall ſay or do. 

Bel. They ſay that old I perdlirs Niece is going to be 
married to one of my former Suiters. 

Tom. I thought ſhe was to be mur ied to Mr. Sprightly. 
Bel. No, he has turn'd her off finge he was ſo great with 
her, which was very barbarous. Vm. 


OW, my Life, play your part, give it the old Fe d. 


a = 


a4 = 
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Tum. A fad Villain, indeed. Does Mr. Wheedler, her Un- 


kle know it ? | 

Bel. Yes, and ſays he'll proſecute him; but I don't think 
he's ſo much to blame as her; for what Man would refuſe ſo 
good an Offer ? And indeed, if ſhe would conſent to one, 
and not being married, any one would miſtruſt ſhe wou'd be 
too great with another. 

Tm. Lord, but Madam, what won't a Woman do to gain 
her Wiſh? She don't doubt, I ſuppoſe, but he woo'd her. 

Bel. Come, let us go in to your Maſter. 

Tom. With all my Heart; but I muſt needs ſay, Sprighth's 


a fad Rogue. [ Exeunt. 


Stene opens, and diſcovers Sir John, Grumble, 
and W heedler. | 


Sir Fohn, Well, I hope I ſhall recover, now Mr. Gram ble, 
if your Daughter will but love and pity me, I ſhall do well 
enough. | 

Grumb. ] have done my utmoſt for you, Sir Fob»; but III 
{till be your Advocate. Bi 
you deſign to leave your Eftate to Tom ? 

Sir Jahn. Why, I don't know; Tum has ſervd me very 
faithfully, and I have nobody elſe, without your Daughter 
will accept of it; but I hope Belinda won't let me dye yet, 
however. | > 

Wheed, T hope ſo too; for it is pity we ſhou'd looſe ſo 
good a Neighbour as Sir Foh Satrall. We'll all ftand up for 
you, we'll all entreat and beg, and efpecially Tom, he has a 
good taking Way with him; he'll prevail if any one can. 

Grumb. T wonder why my Daughter don't come; I am ve- 
ry much griev'd about your Niece's Misfortune, Neighbour 
Wheealer ; if J was in your place, I wou'd proſecute the Dog 
with utmoſt Rigour; to abuſe a young Lady ſo, O mon- 
ſtrous ! It may be the Ruin of her Fortune and Character. 

Wheed. Why, as you ſay, it does vex me bloodily, and Ill 
be reveng'd of the Dog; lately a clever young GB 

courted 


ut, Sir John, when you dye, do 4 
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courted her; but I ſuppoſe, when he hears of this Action, 


he'll have no more to do with her. 


Daughter don't come, Ho, ho, here ſhe comes. [they riſe. 


Enter Belinda. 


Grumb. So Belinda, where have you been ſo long? Why 
didn't you make more haſte ? 


Bel. I didn't ſee there was any occaſion for hurrying my 
ſelf. 


Sir Fobn, Madam, I am your moſt humble and wounded 
Servant; I thank you for this Viſit. 

Bel. What Viſit ? I only come to ſee how you do, Sir 
John, for J hear you have been very bad upon my account; 
therefore I ouly come to know the Harm J have Lone you. 

Sir John. It's not you, Medun, but Love that has done 
ſo much Harm. 65 

Wheed. Indeed, Madam, Sir Jobs is deſperately in love 
with you; and I am afraid, if you will not be kind to him 
he'll dye. But, Madam, I long to have one Kiſs from that 
ſweet Face. [ kiſſes ber. She ſpits.) ) * 
Num. There's ſomething upon your Cheek, Madam, III 
wipe it off, if you pleaſe. [takes his Handterchigf and wipe: it off. 

Crumb. Sirrah, what buſineſs have to touch my Daughter? 

; [ kicks him. 

Bel. Why do you kick him, Father, he did no Harm? 

- Tim. Lord, Sir, I only wip'd a little Speck of ſomething 
as I faw upon her Cheek. 

Sir Fohn. Well, Madam, I hope you have conſider'd of 
my Happineſs; I have thought the Time long; but 1 hope 
you will put a Period to all my Wiſhes. 


: Bel. That I will, Sir Jobn, and ſooner than you deſire, 


haps. 8 
9 Come, Daughter, be good and kind to Sir John, 
he'll make you a very good Husband, I am ſure. 

I “Sir john goes to take hold of her Hand, ſbe pulls it away. 
bed. to Grumb. I believe they'll quarrel; ſhe ſeems very 
coy 3.1 wonder how Sir John takes it. Grum, 


Grumb. Very true, it may be ſo; but I wonder why my 
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Grumb. She does not care how he takes it; as for my part, 
J am heartily ſorry, but I can't pretend to force her to it. 

Tom. That would make us all uneaſy indeed; but Fl try 
what I can do towards a Reconciliation, Madam, don't be 
ſo cruel to my Maſter, he loves you bloodily, and I think 
you ought to love him carnally. | 

Bel. Hold your tongue, what is it to you, you impertinent 
ſaucy Skip. 

Tom. | ftarts back ] Don't bite my Noſe off, Madam, and 
I'll be quiet. | 

Wheed. Pray Madam, pity Sir Jobn, or elſe he'll dye. 

Bel. I do pity him, I am very ſorry for him, indeed. 

Sir Jobn. I thank you, Madam, then I hope our Court- 
ſhip is over, and my Happineſs is come. When 1s our Wed- 
ding-day to be? 

Bel. Wedding-day ! *Tis time enough to talk of that yet, 
Sir Jahn: But I don't know what Wedding-day you mean; 
do you mean, when you and J are to be married: 

Sir John. Yes, my Dear. 

Bel. Never, I hope, my Dear; I am ſure I came here up- 
on no ſuch Intent. 

Sir John. Alas ! What's that I hear? Each Word peirces 
my very Heart, and deep Deſpair hangs o'er me! Then all is 
ſpent in vain, O! Ina moment kill me. Let not'my hope- 
leſs Lite be thus ſpent out in vain. 

Tem. Lord, Madam, have n't you got a Knife in your 
Pocket; why don't you kill him; how can you be ſo barba- 
rous as not to kill my Maſter, when he defires you; if he 
had ſpoke to me but half ſo much, I would have don't before 
this time. Shall I fetch you my Maſter's Sword ? 

Sir John. No, no, there's no Occaſion ; I can feel the Pangs 
of Death run o'er my Soul, and trample ev'ry Senſe which 
fight in ſtrong Debate, and all try which ſhall make his Exit firſt. 
 FWheed. Madam, what are you about? Why don't you 
ſpeak to the Man? Will you let him dye thus barbarouſly 
without Remorſe? 


Tom. Madam, pray don't let my Maſter dye | #nee/s Se] 
I am 


| 
Þ 
| 
| 
| 


ing to dye? 


— 
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I am ſure I ſhall break my Heart. [ cries. 
Bel. God bleſs thee, for a Fool ; what makes you cry ? 8 


Tom. To ſee you be fo unkind and ſpightful; it would make 
the very Stones to weep, if they ſaw any one ſo croſs as you 


but your unparalleld Beauty makes you uncontroul'd ; Na 1 
and Fortune are your Waiting-maids ; whate er you do all the and 
World approves of; to you the Stars alter their propitious 7 


Omens, and whene' er you command, 


ny nov 

| Bet. You are very heroical, Tom ; why don't you go tof pro 
the Play-houſe to act? ( 
Tom. I have acted very often, and the People clap me de- him 
viliſhly, when I play the Part of a Fool. _— 7 
Bel. Vou do it very naturally I ſuppoſe then. hin 


Tom, Ay, to the very Life; but I fancy my Maſter will F 
dye very ſuddenly ; I wou'd rather looſe all my Maſter has in Þ toy 
the World, than he ſhou'd dye; [] but he hasn't much not 
ſhare in it, I hope. and 

Grumb. Well, Daughter, what do you think? Will you 
have Sir John for your Husband ? Come, don't be ſtubborn, Þ Ly 


Child, take hold of his Hand. Lit 


Tom. He may do your Buſineſs as well as another, perhaps. | 
Bel. Don't torment me fo; I tell you once for all, I will | 


not have him. [ Sir John faint . yo 


Tom, Help, help, my Maſler's going to dye out-right, M my 


God be thanked. int 
= Grumb. What do you mean, you barbarous Dog? Do 
you fay God be thanked for the Death of your Maſter ? | 


Tom. T only meant, I hope he won't linger out his Life in 


Pain ; for it wou'd be more barbarous to keep him alive than 
let him dye out-right ; if 4 lov'd him as well as I, [cries] BW 
you wou'd be glad too; 


or ſhame, Madam, don't commit if 


ſo cruel a Murder; ſpeak to him, if you don't you'll be to an- If for 
ſwer for it. ret 
Biel. Sol can juſtly anſwer for any thing I have done to ba 
him; but I'll ſpeak to pleaſe a Fool; Sir Jobn, are you go- | tle 


* Wit 
Sir Hab 
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Sir Fohn [| recovers a little, and ſpeaks ] I feel the Pangs 
a-coming ; but one Word from you revives my drooping Spi- 
rits; pity me, and I live; if not, I dye. | | 

Bel. I am ſorry for it, Sir John ; but your Time is come, 
and you muſt yield; Fate will not permit me to love you. 

herd. T am ſure, if you would but pity and love him 
now, he'll recover; but, alas! I can ſee grim Death ap- 
proach his Aſpect ; all's too late, I doubt. 

Grumb. Prithee, Daughter, peak to him, and comfort 
him. 
Tom. Do, Madam, the Man may recover if you'll have 
him ; and he may come to ſerve your turn as well as another. 

Bel. Tell me, Father, what I ſhall fay to him; if I fay 1 
love him, or can love him, I lye; and you know I wou'd 
not lye to fave Ten ſuch as he; all I can do, is to pity him, 
and I do pity him for a Fo]. 

Wheed, I know you are damn*d conſcientious of telling a 
Lye ; you wou'd not tell a Lye to fave your own Lover's 
Life, I ſuppoſe. ere 

Bel. [ ſpeaks faintly ] No, not I. 

Wheed. You lye, you lye, Huſſy. Well, Sir John, if 
you are going, I with you a good Journey. If thou waſt 
my Girl, I wou'd pay thee handſomly ; I wou'd ſend thee 
into ſome Nunnery, you croſs Baggage. | ſhakes bis Cane, 

* and goes out. 

Grumb, Do you ſee, Daughter, how you'll be reproach'd? 

Bel. I don't value ſuch old Rogues Reproach. 

Sir John. Belinda, my Life is not my own, nor all the 
World can't ſave me; Death has made his Prey upon me: 
if ought I have done that's wrong or unjuſt to you, pray 
forgive a dying Man; and if any Wrongs or Injuries J have 
receiv'd from you, I freely pardon. Now I, too late, look 
back upon the Action, and find the once-call'd Cruelty Gen- 
tleneſs and Patience. I mult needs confeſs, I aim'd at what 
I ne*er cou'd with Conſideration have expected. Vain, fool- 
ih Man, to be inſnard in Love, when my Hour-glaſs had 
almoſt run its Courſe ; and to dye with the fatal Stroke of 

D | Cupid! 


$ 2 —— s 
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Cupid! Oh, cruel Death will not permit me to fay any 
more; for now my Soul's. ready to depart, and my Bones 
ſhudder at the A 7 Now World farewel ; Belinda 


live, and enjoy the ſprightly Youth. Jom, farewel, now 
All's. thine; what I have heap'& up by the Sweat of my Brow, 
1 leave to thee ; ſo All, farewel. þ dies.] 
Tum. He's dead, and IT am deadly rich, there's good News 
to go Home with. Poor Man, he looks as if he had a mind 
to come to life again; e gad, I' bury him as ſaon as I can, 
leſt he ſhou'dn't like Death, and come to life again. 

Grumb. Come, Daughter, we'll go Home. | 

Bel. Ay, with all my heart; I want to play a Game at 
Cards NOW. 

Tom rams after ber, and kifſes her, hen Father 
walking before, be turns back. 
Tom. Sir, your moſt humble Servant 


L gots off the ober way, ſinging and dancing. 
Scene changes to the Street. 


Enter Sprightly drunt, meeting Captain Sharper, 


Sprigb. So, you Sir, will you go and take a Glaſs of 
Wine? Who are you ? 

Capt. A Man, that will give you your Reward when you 
are ſober. 

Spright. J never ſaw the Man that dar'd to encounter my 
Honour, but once, and then I made him run for his Life. 

Capt. You are a ſtout-hearted Fellow, I muſt needs own, 
Sprightly. 

Spright. Who do you abuſe, Sir? If you was not drunk, 
faith, I wou'd drub you to ſome tune. [ ers to kick hin. 
Cat. | draws ] Take care of your felt, you Raſcal, or 
elſe you are dead. 

Syrigbt. Theſe Scotch-Collops have made me damn'd fick ; 
ou, Drawer, bring in a Pint of Wine, for I am bloody 


* Capi. 
11 : - ; — 
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Capt. I think you are devliſh drunk, you Beaſt ; is this a 


place to call for Wine? Is thisn pickle 29 drink Wine in ? A- 


way, you worſt of Villains. 

Spright. Is this the beſt Wine you have, you Dog ? I have 
2 good mind to kick you out of * Tank you Son of a Whore; 
do you offer to bring Gentlemen ſuch Wine as this ? 

[ kicks the Captain. 

Capt. [ dratus] Have you a-mind to have my Sword run 
I x our Bo , you Sat? + -— 

Spiele. Drawer, Go and ask the Cook, what ſhe has got 
for my Supper ; for I am very hun 

Capt. I never ſaw ſuch an impudent Raſcal in my life, I 

roteſt. 

; Spright, Nor I, I ſwear, I'll never come into this Tavern 
* as long as I live. You, Sir, can you help me to a 

tte, or a ; you know what I mean? 

Capt. I'll help "_ to a Gallows, you half-hang'd Dog s 
I fay a Wife too; a pretty Fellow to have a Wife, indeed; 
go about your baſin $, you Raſcal, III talk with you when 
you are ſober. 


Enter Amynta, aad ber Maid. 


Amynt. [| fpreiks ] 
Capt, My Life! What's the matter ? 


Anyn. My Blood runs cold to ſee that Villain, 

\ Sprightly /#es her, and offers to Kiſs her 

Spright. nde I I — a Kiſs from you ? But firſt, 
who are you? Are you a Whore? If you are, I have nothing 
to do with you; I hate Whores; go, go, you look like a 
Whore, you do fo. 

Capt. Sirrah, you look like a Villain, not only look like 
one, but you are one; I'll go and call a Conſtable to ſecure 
my Gentleman; I'll teach him better Manners. 

Bel. Don't go, Captain, he'll kill us in the mean time 3 
lett 1 go. Ann, go, and fetch a Conſtable, [Exit Ann. 

\ Coe. The Fool isn't worth my Anger, or elſe I wou'd 
till he was not able to walk, 
D 2 | Spright. 
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- Opright. [ Ang.] 
a A Toper is immortal, and never can decay, c. 


6 Enter Ann, with a Conſtable. 
- Con/tab. Where is this Man? 

Capt. That's he. 

Ounab. You muſt come along with me, I have a War- 
rant for you. 

Spright. Let me ſee it, Ill warrant you III keep it ſafe, 
without coming along with you ; come, I hope I am going 
to be preferr'd. [ Exeunt Conſtable and Sprightly. 

Capt. Now, my Dear, let's conſummate our Joys; the 
time is almoſt come, when we ſhall complete our Hap ineſs. 
Bel. Come, Sir, will you go Home, and drink a Diſh of 


Tea with me, and then we'll end our Joys. L Exeunt. 


Enter Two Countrymen. 


Davy. Wasn't that the Man that gave us the Dinner, 


whom we ſaw going to Priſon ? 
Tim. He was deadly drunk; and I was told ſince, that he 
was the Man that play'd with my Miſtris Amynta. 

Day. I know it; I wou'd have drub'd him, hadn't he 
been going to Gaol ; I cou'd hardly keep my Hands off 
him, my Blood roſe ſo againft the Dog; I hope I ſhall live 
to {ee that Dog ſwing upon Tyburn. 


in. That's too honourable a Place for him. Hey, hey, 


"who comes here, ſome Nobleman or other, I dare ſay, he's 


dreſt ſo fine ? 
Z Enter Tom, in fine Cloaths. 


Tom. So, my Boys, isn't it a fine Place ? 
+ © Dav. So-ſo, there's nothing extraordinary in it, but your 
Honour. | 
Tom. O, my Friend, you are very complaiſant; here's 
ſomewhat for you. 
\ » Countrymen. We return you Thanks. [ Exeunt Countrymen. 
Tum folus. Now Fortune has ſtood my Friend; what elle 
do I want? There's nothing this World can give me to com- 
plete my Happineſs more. Enter 


Enter Belinda and Celia, 
Tom, Welcome, my Soul. [ they embrace. J 


Bel. I thank you for all Kindneſſes; there's nothing ſhall 


be wanting to make you happy, as I can do for you. 
Cel. Then we are all happy. 


Bel. Even ſo, Celia; when ſhall us go to the Church, 


my Dear? 


Tom. As ſoon as you pleaſe, my Life ; let us away now, 


before we are diſcover d; then no body can break afunder 
what the Parſon has join'd. L Exeunt. 


Enter Grumble and Wheedler. 


Grumb. I think, Neighbour Wheedler, my Daughter is 


well off, and ſhe was much in the right of it, when a Body 


conſiders all Circumſtances ; now ſhe may enjoy a young cle- 


ver Husband, and live in Peace and Happineſs. 


Wheed. Why, as you fay, that's very true ; no Woman of- 


her Years wou'd be glad to be ty'd to ſuch an old Man as he 
was; ſhe's much in the right of it, I own, though I began 
to chide her firſt. My Niece, Amynta, is in love with a 


very clever young Gentleman, but he has not Money e- 


nough ; tho*, I muſt confeſs, I like the Man very well. 
Grumb. I have propos'd ſeveral Men to my Daughter, but 

ſhe deſpiſes all, and ſeems very indifferent towards Marriage; 

whether ſhe has any private Lover or not, I can't tell; but I 


ſuppoſe ſhe'll tell me in a ſhort time, if ſhe has a- mind ® 


married. 


WYhe:d. I ſuppoſe ſo ; but Neighbour, I obſery'd (as I 


thought) ſhe ſeem'd a little inclin'd towards Tom, and he 


ſeem to be pretty great with her; and beſides that, what 
Woman wou'd ſeem ſo merry at the Death of any Man, un- 


leſs ſhe was inclin'd towards the Heir; and you know, Tum "4 


being his Heir, he'll have a very plentiful Eſtate. 


Grumb. There's ſome Suſpicion in that, indeed, as you Y 


ſay. Well, I don't care, fo Hes married to her own Con- 


tent; for I always lik d Tom well enough; I thought on | 
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42 be HAT MARRIAGE; or, 


he was born to Fortune, for he had ſomething of a Gentle- 
man in him; but all the Objection is, to be married to a 
Footman, I can't bear that. 

Inbeed. What ſignifies that, if he was a Footman, he's a 
Tich Gentleman now. | 


Enter Captain and Amynta, with Ber Servant. 


Capt. ¶ tneels dom to Wheed'er ] I hope you will give me 
your Bletung, Sir. 


Wheed. My Bleſſing, Man, what good will that do you? 


What ſhou'd I give you my Bleſſing for? 


Capt. As your Son. 


Wheed. [ tarts back ] My Son] How come you to be my 
Son? Are you a Baſtard then? I never had a Son by my Wile, 
I am ſure. | | 

Capt. By Marriage, Sir. 

- Wixzed. By Marriage! Who gave you leave to marry my 
Niece? II not bleſs you, not I. 

IE walks about in Paſſion. She kneels down with Tom. 


| " Amyn. Bleſs us both then, Uncle. 


H beed. Not I, you may both go together, I'll not give you 
but a Shilling for your Fortune. Marry without my Leave 
I never dreamt of that, in the leaſt. 

* Grumb. Come, Neighbour, be eaſy, it's done and can't be 


undone. 


Capt. There's nothing but what's honourable done, Un- 
cle; I hope you will give me leave to call you ſo. 
. heed... Uncle indeed ! - You ſhould have ask d my Conſent 
Arſt; I amn't angry for marrying, but for not asking my 
Conſent. "5 
Ann, Come, Sir, bleſs em, and forgive em, they'll live 
happy and make you live ſa too. ; 
umb. Ay, ay; it is as good to live eaſy now; it's done, 
and can't be helpt. * 
I beed. But, e gad, it put me in a Paſſion, at firſt, to ſee 


| People ſo giddy and unruly 3 but now God bleſs you, - 
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make you both happy. I hope you'll keep your Wedding-- 
night at my Houſe. 


Enter Tom and Belinda, and Celia. 

Tom. [ kneels down to Grumble, and ſpeaks ] Father, I 
hope you'll bleſs us, and wiſh us Joy. 

Grumb,. [ in a Paſſion ) So, huſſy, marry a Footman !' 
I'll have nothing to ſay to you. 

Bel. Alas, Father, you won't abandon me now, I hope! 

Capt. Mr. Grumble, bleſs em, and wiſh them Joy; for it 
can't be undone, you know. 

Grumb. As you fay, it is too late, and I muſt be contented; 
ſo, God bleſs you both, and I wiſh you Joy and Long-Life. 

[ They ki/5 one- another. 

Capt. Now, my Dear, we are One. Come, let us have 

2 Dance, if the Company pleaſes. | 


Enter Two Couple, and dance. 
Tom. Now all our Happineſs is complete. 


32 you ſee what Force has Cupid's Arms; 
is Strok's inevitable, inevitable his Charms. 


dat ct. Mat #4 


